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soap, and some toilet paper. To the maids in the house, my
goloshes, workbag, fur-lined dressing-jacket, gloves and hat.
To Rothstein my hot-water bottle and medicine chest. There
remained to me the clothes I stood up in; my two valises were
filled with sables. When the hour of departure arrived, the
maids kissed my hands and wept, and Rothstein accompanied
me to the front door.

" You have been a brick/' he said, " you have played
up splendidly, you have never complained." (What could I
have complained of except the food, which was no one's
fault ?)

Litvinoff, who had an open car to convey me to the station,
said: " This house is your Moscow home; the next time you
come you will bring your children."

We drove away from No. 14 Sofiskaya Nabereshnaya in
the bright light of a full moon, glittering stars and a hard frost.
We stopped at the Commissariat of Foreign Affairs to pick up
my passport. There we learnt that my big cases containing
my heads which were to have been conveyed to the train
were still in the Kremlin. His organization had miscarried,
it was " somebody's " fault. The lorry driver said he had
waited for them for three hours, but the sentry had refused
to give them up. In three quarters of an hour the train was
due to start.

As it was the anniversary of the Revolution, everyone was
at the Opera House to hear Lenin speak. All telephoning
was therefore futile. We drove to the Kremlin and the building
which had always been so crowded and busy was now deserted
and resonant. I still had my pass which enabled us to get
past the sentry. I unlocked the door of my workroom, and
there were the two great coffin-shaped cases lying sealed with
Soviet seals. I tried to lift one end; they were far beyond
our combined strengths to carry, nor could the car have taken
them, I was in despair. Litvinoff said " stay." I had
visions of staying perhaps indefinitely, having parted with
everything except what I stood in.

I looked round at the beloved Kremlin; it seemed more
beautiful than ever, more still and more impassive. The clock
in the old Spassky tower that chimed complainingly, announced